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PREFACE. 



On stepping for the first time into the literary arena 
I suppose it is necessary to make some apology to the 
public for the intrusion. 

I cannot put forth the hacknied plea of publishing at 
the "earnest solicitation of friends/' though I have a large 
circle of acquaintances who will peruse my poems with 
pleasure in a printed form. 

I am aware that my slender bark is liable to be tossed 

roughly on the surging element of literary criticism; 

but pleading youth, and a defective knowledge of the 

"divine art," I hope my readers will not expect to find 

my productions polished, but merely a few spontaneous 

effusions; and consequently look upon them with an 

indulgent eye. 

E. BLYTON. 

Stepney, May, 1858. 
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Song of % *$xith\ ^artr. 

Shades of departed Genius ! is there none 
To breathe the melody your notes inspire ? 

Say, hath Old England not another son 
To weave the sonnet, or to sweep the lyre, 
With Spenser's imagery, or Shakespeare's fire ? 

The soil that yielded such true gems as these 
Is not exhausted. Do we not require 

The odes that sooth us, and the songs that please P 

Doth Mammon claim all votaries for its own ? 

Hath it usurped Apollo's vacant throne ? 

And thou, proud Commerce, dost thou supersede 
The Doric quill, upon this wave-lashed shore ? 

"Where now the tuneful and the airy reed ? 
Romance and chivalry, are they no more 
The themes of poesy's heart-stirring lore ? 

Or does this age of pampered learning spurn 
That which their ancestors have prized before, 

And which, forsooth, they might be proud to learn ? 
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It cheers the heart and elevates the mind, 
And sheds a genial lustre on mankind. 

Albion ! my country, have thy mighty dead 
Appealed to man's best sympathies in vain ? 

Does genius slumber ? Have the Muses fled ? 
Or will none sing, as they have sung, again 
Their nation's freedom, England's matchless fame ? 

Science and art hold revel in their turns. 

Peasants, arise ! and sing a self-taught strain, 

And emulate fair Albyn's gifted Burns ! 

In fields and lanes, where ye have loved to roam, 

There paint the glories of your native home. 

Whilom, Britannia, thou couldst boast as thine 

A Shelley's genius, and a poet-lord ; 
But calumny and envy did combine 

To make them victims of a jealous horde 

Of aspirants for fame. — Though not abhorred 
By all, — yet many factious voices rose, 

And they whose songs had graced the festive board, 
Through the vile machinations of their foes 
Were exiled from their land. Oh ! home of rest, 
Why dost thou drive thy children from thy breast ? 
Thy Byron left the shores which gave no peace, 
And strung his lyre and sang to " ancient Greece." 

Wake up, Britain ! be thyself once more. 

Abjure the formal notes of modern song, 
And raise fresh bards, like unto those of yore, 

Then claim the praise that doth to thee belong. 
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The tide of poesy still flows along 
At a low ebb — the Muses still exist — 

There yet are themes to win the poet's song ; 
Parnassus is not shrouded in a mist. 
Wake up, Britain ! be thyself once more, 
And raise fresh bards, like unto those of yore. 



TO THE MEMORY OF LORD BYRON.* 

Ambition ! oh, ambition ! thou hast slain, 
With unrelenting hand, full many a heart, 

Noble and brave ; and yet thou still dost aim 
At fair young Poesy thy gilded dart, 
Causing thy victim's breast to bleed and smart. 

Tireless idolaters at Mammon's shrine 
At thy vain promptings have not feared to part 

The ties that bound them to their native clime ; 
Dark records thou hast traced upon the page of time. 



* No one can regret more than the Authoress that Lord Byron should have stooped so 
low as to apply his splendid talents to ignoble themes ; yet the thread of his life was so 
darkly woven, combined with circumstances of the deepest interest, that she cannot but 
feel a large amount of sympathy for the exiled poet, whose last feelings are so touchingly 
and imperishably traced :— 

" My days are in ' the yellow leaf,' 
The flowers and fruit of love are gone ; 
The worm, the canker, and the grief, 
Are mine alone." 
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Ambition nerves the warrior for the fight ; 

With flashing eye he waits the coming fray, 
Nor shrinks, when standing on the gory site, 

"Where heaps of human carnage round him lay ! 

He heeds them not, but hopes to win the day, 
And wear the glittering laurel-wreath of fame ; 

Spurs on his steed to battle, that he may 
Leave on his country's annals a fair name, 
And his heroic deeds her history proclaim. 

Yet I blush not to own that I would be 

Remembered in my country's poet-lore : 
Oh ! yes, ambition, thou hast charms for me, 

E'en now, than I have ever felt before. 

'Twere not worth living, if there were no more 
To stimulate the poet than the clown ; 

The one expires upon dark Lethe's shore — 
The other wakes to glory and renown ; 
For pure and holy thoughts oblivion cannot drown, 

I love thee, Byron, and I am enchained 
Whilst drinking in thy rich and magic lore 

Thy genius charms me, but my heart is pained 
To think, alas ! that now thou art no more, 
And thy brief life-page closed, its conflict o'er, 

Thou art insensible to praise or blame. 

Death closed thine eyes upon the Grecian shore, 

And left the world thy genius and thy name, 
Engraved in living letters on the scroll of fame. 
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England, thy country, had no home for thee, 

Though thy songs echoed from her palace walls, 
And rose and fell in vocal harmony 

From her proud mansions and ancestral halls ; 

And thou, reluctantly, didst break the thralls 
Which bound thee to a land no longer thine, 

And perished, like the fruit that early falls, 
Before the mellowness of autumn's prime, 
Self-exiled, drooped, and died in a far-distant clime. 

And there were few to sooth him in that hour, 

When his life-blood ebbed slowly, and his breath 
Was drawn laboriously, and the power 

Of his vast intellect gave way to death. 

That brow grew cold on which the laurel wreath 
Was interwoven with the poet's bay ; 

The friend of Greece had put his sword in sheath, 
In Freedom's cause no more to lead the way ; — 
Yet in his dreams he stood the foremost in the fray. 

Fair woman bent not o'er him, though her praise 

He ever blended with his noblest songs ; 
Nor came in tenderness his head to raise, 

To listen to the story of his wrongs, 

And treasure up the burning thought which throngs 
The dying poet's or the wariior's brain ; 

WTien wife and child, all that to him belongs, 
Country and home, he may not see again ; 
But, like the swan, pour forth in death a last sweet strain. 
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And she who linked with his her destiny, 
Then ruthless parted from her poet-lord, — 

She came not, with a woman's sympathy, 
A dying consolation to afford, 
And to bestow in death what he deplored 

That in his lifetime he had seldom known — 
Keciprocated love — that simple word 

Hath a deep weight and meaning in its tone ; — 
It was for this he died an exile and alone. 

The dying bard had grasped the meed of fame, 
Had won his honours, a world-wide renown, 

And the applause of multitudes ; a name 
Encircled with the amaranthine crown, 
While living ; and he heeded not the frown 

Of jealous rivals, or of envious foes. 
A spell came o'er him, and he tried to drown 

The thoughts that in his bosom ever rose ; 
So fain to sink in quiet to his last repose. 

He saw in retrospect grey turrets rise, 

Gazed on the ruined cloisters' fretted aisle ; 

In the fair mirror of the past his eyes 
Beheld, in fancy, Newstead's stately pile : 
Although far distant from his native isle, 

And separated by the mighty sea, 
He saw his own sweet sister's loving smile, 

Just as it beamed on him in infancy, 
And each accustomed word and look that used to be. 
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There was the Ahbey ! where his boyhood's laugh 

Oft rose in innocence and reckless glee, 
And where the first sweet music of his heart 

Struck on the notes of deathless minstrelsy ! 

The haunts of childhood he no more might see, 
Yet there was passing o'er his dying eye 

Something mysterious ; 'twas no fantasy : 
The panorama of his life flew by — 
He heeded not, his hour had come — the hour to die. 

And the wide lake was shining as of yore, 

When the sweet murmur of the oar's swift glidfi 
Kippled its surface, so that on the shore 

"Waves in miniature did proudly glide. 

Again it met his vision — the calm tide, 
The " painted bark," launched forth in days gone by ; 

Anon his eye did glisten, and he sighed, 
To think that so far distant he must die, — 
Those scenes came rolling fresh on fancy's wakeful eye. 

There was the " diadem of trees" again, 
And the fair girl his memory had enshrined ; 

And flitting thoughts came stealing o'er his brain ; 
Indelibly engraven on his mind, 
Her well-remembered tones ; it was a kind 

Of mystic reverie, and he loved to dwell 
On his first love : — there was an undefined 

Sweet halo lingering o'er that last farewell ; 
And yet he blamed her not, 'twas he that loved too well. 
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And there arose a form, a gentle face, 
"With deep blue eyes, pensive and sweetly mild ; 

That image from his heart nought could efface — 
It was his own loved " Ada," and she smiled 
Upon him ; 'twas the fair and guileless child 

Whom he had gazed upon in infant days ; 
But oceans rolled between them, and the wild 

Vast sweep of waters ; and his brightest lays 
Were ofttimes hidden from his own sweet daughter's gaze. 

He fell in classic Greece ! Oppression's calls 
Had lured him to the conflict, and he rose ; 

And as upon its prey the eagle falls, 

So proudly he swooped down upon her foes, 
And in her noble cause gained no repose. 

Amidst the ranks he raised the battle-cry, 
Joined in the struggle, but ere it could close, 

Justice and Freedom saw their patriot die, 
A sacrifice upon the shrine of Liberty. 

Empires and thrones may rise and then decay, 

Proud Greece expire ; yet still her hero's name 
Will long outlive mean envy's little day, 

And all the wrongs that calumny can frame. 

Not in the heat of battle was he slain, 
'Mid prancing war-steeds and the boom of guns ; 

Died not victorious on the reeking plain, 

Cheered by the rolling of the martial drums ; 

And yet he fell as nobly as the bravest of her sons. 



POETICAL TRIBUTES. 15 

The poet-hero sleeps his final rest; 

Upon her Weeding hreast he laid him down, 
Threw off the martial plume, the warrior's crest, 

In all the brightness of his young renown. 

Where rosy zephyrs fan the orange flowers, 

In the rich brilliance of that western shore, 
Ere manhood's vigour had declined, his hours 

Were numbered, and his life was quickly o'er; 

And those he loved he gazed upon no more, 
For Missolonghi heard his latest sigh. 

Though wronged in life, his noble, godlike lore 
Perished not with him — it can never die ; 
But blush for those who drove him from his native sky. 

A nation wept above his early bier, 

Forsook her songs of joy for notes of woe, 
Poured from her sculptured urn a crystal tear, 

And mourned the mighty powers so soon laid low ; 

For Death's resistless scythe, at one fell blow, 
Mowed down in all its pride her brightest flower ; 

The gentle music of Ulissus' flow 
Had cheered for the last time his lonely hour, 
In fragrant, cool retreat, or soothing, classic bower. 

He sleeps full well, amid the mouldering dust 
Of his proud ancestors, in Hucknall's shade ; 

A village church received the priceless trust 
Consigned unto its charge ; there he is laid, 
'Mid the fair scenes where he had ofttimes strayed, 
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When his young soul hurnt with celestial fire ; 

Where each surrounding wood and sylvan glade 
Has echoed to the sweepings of his lyre, 
Tracing the deathless page whose glories never tire. 

Byron ! thy star is set ; thy short career, 

Fraught with much sadness, now has reached its close ; 
Manhood and youth oft lave, with pitying tear, 

The dull cold stone that veils thy last repose. 
Oh ! " Bard of Newstead," rest 'neath Albion's sky ; 

Malice no more will peal upon thine ear ; 
Thy name, thy glorious name, shall never die ! 

Thousands shall strew their offerings on thy bier ! 
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WRITTEN IN HUCKNALL CHURCH, THE BURIAL-PLACE OF 

LORD BYRON. 

Unhappy Byron ! what sad fate was thine ; 

The cypress with the bay-leaf did entwine ; 

The flower of genius, in its early morn, 

Concealed a cruel and a fatal thorn. 

Thou wert much wronged ; that heart the few could read, 

The many strove to wound, and caused to bleed : 

Thou wert not understood, or thy rich mind, 

Endowed with talents of the loftiest kind, 

Could ne'er have stooped to win immoral fame, 

And dim the glory of so proud a name. 
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Say, was it well, the sharer of his home 

Should lightly break the bonds which made them one / 

That gentle woman, to forgiveness prone, 

Should spurn the heart she once had called her own ? 

That heart, whose love was truly centered there, 

Stung by remorse, and maddened by despair, 

Sought some relief in Pleasure's luring throng, 

To drown his sorrow in the festive song ; 

And where the praise of Bacchus did resound 

He sought fair Peace ; — he sought, but never found. 

In Hucknall Church, with his loved daughter, sleeps 

A noble bard, whose loss a nation weeps ; 

A Shakespeare ! whom the world could not pass by ; 

Alas ! that men of genius droop and die. 

No lengthened epitaph adorns a name 

Already blazoned on the scroll of fame ; 

No stately monument above his tomb 

Eeminds the pilgrim of the poet's doom ; 

But a fair sister's love, and gentle care, 

Has reared affection's graceful tablet there ; 

And ere she passed away from this cold earth, 

Paid this last tribute to a brother's worth. 

Byron ! thy mother-earth enshrineth now 

Alike the weary heart and aching brow : 

Oh ! when thy name falls on the poet's ear, 

The Muse shall weep, and Pity shed a tear ; 

Thy mighty genius, boundless and sublime, 

Shall live and flourish till the wreck of time. 
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MtttfJ 

ON SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

Enthralling Poet ! thy pure magic verse 

Has filled the heart, the harmonious ear hath won. 
Oh ! Bard of Abbotsford ! true child of song, 

Well may thy country proudly claim her son ! 
Bard of Bomance ! author of deathless strains I 

Thy wizard spell hath lightened life's dull hour. 
I've mused upon thy sketch of battle-plains 

And marvelled, as I read, at thy vast power ; 
And gazed on vivid-pictured knightly trains, 

Or listened to the song in ladye's bower ; 
Or heard the minstrel's lute in castle grey; 
Or viewed old " Melrose" in its proud decay ; 
In fancy trod with thee, in pensive mood, 
Thy native land " of heath and shaggy wood." 
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THE AUTHOR OP "THE PLEASURES OF MEMORY." 

In spring, the zephyrs stir the forest trees ; 
Their leaves are withered by the autumn breeze ; 
- The balmiest gale that shakes the bloom of May 
Is a fair prelude to a sad decay ! 
Who hath not wept o'er the untimely doom 
Of flowers that perished in their choicest bloom ? 
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Who hath not sorrowed where the turf is spread 
To shield the ashes of the mouldering dead ? 
True, there are some who never know regret, 
Save for themselves ; — all others they forget. 
But is there one whose heart so callous lies, 
That they ne'er feel when lofty genius dies ? 
Oh ! Bard of Memory, thy pencil's charms 
Hath won sweet relics from Oblivion's arms ! 
E'en at its touch what bygone pleasures start, 
Scenes once endeared unto the youthful heart ; 
The sunny haunts where childhood loved to roam, 
The links that bind unto our early home; 
While on the glowing page we fondly trace 
A fancied likeness to some well-known place. 

Immortal Bard ! thy memory shall be 
Like the fair verdure of a spreading tree. 
Thy sun went down at evening's gentle close ; 
No anguish marred the bliss of its repose, 
And no remorse disturbed thy dying breast, 
But calmly thy soul entered on its rest. 
Oh ! for a spirit-glance to see thee now, 
And wreathe the bay upon thy living brow. 
'Tis past ! 'tis past ! as o'er the face of night 
The meteor glideth with a trackless flight, 
Save for a moment where a lurid gleam 
Just faintly shows the path where it has been ; 
So thou hast fled, but ah ! we cannot trace 
One clue unto thy distant dwelling-place. 
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Enough to see the lustre of thy track ! 
And fain recall thy purest spirit hack. 
Oh ! where his gentle ashes sleep helow, 
Pour forth the requiem, let the tear-drop flow ; 
His graceful genius shall no homage lose, 
And after-ages shall his thoughts peruse, 
Ye Britons ! grave his memory on high, 
And let the name of Kogers never die ! 
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Oh, hallowed grave ! dost thou contain a poet's sacred dust? 
Hold'st thou emhalmed within thy shrine the ashes of the 

just? 
Whilst lingering round thy honoured site, sad memories 

throng the Drain, 
And wakeful fancy brings to life that much-loved form 

again. 
We gaze upon his child-like brow, imprest with earnest 

thought, 
And mark anon the passing change maturity hath wrought: 
Again, his mind's rich produce, breathed forth in mystic 

tone, 
Awakes its echo in our hearts, as once it fired his own ; 
Again we listen to his voice, yet speaking as of old, 
And bless the gentle hand that traced those deathless words 

of gold. 
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Cowper ! — this • narrow track of earth thy spirit hath not 

bound, 
The jewel gone, its casket waits the trumpet's final sound. 
Thy frame, too finely sensitive, soon yielded to decay ; 
The mighty of the earth must fall, its gifted pass away. 
"We grieve that sorrow's baleful mist so pure a heart should 

shroud, 
That e'er thy clear and beauteous mind was darkened by a 

cloud ; 
Bright reason from her golden lamp withholds no flickering 

ray, 
Angelic knowledge now is thine, and heaven's effulgent day. 
Thy yearnings for a mother's love no more corrode thy 

heart, 
Her prayers are answered, ye have met, — have met, no more 

to part; 
The aching breast, the care-worn brow, alike are free from 

pain, 
And pure and holy thoughts beam now from thy unclouded 

brain. 
Cowper, — the fragrance of that name still dwells in classic 

halls, 
And marble tries to speak its praise within yon sacred 

walls; 
On England's famed poetic scroll it beams a light sublime, 
Borne on, with brightening lustre, down the rolling stream 

of time. 
And well may Britain proudly boast, amidst her sons of 

fame, 
A fond alliance with so good, so great a poet's name. 
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Cff % gtetiwrg of feats. 

Take thy repose, young bard — thy bier is laid 
In the soft calm of an Elysian shade ; 
The pilgrim bends o'er thy sepulchral spot, 
Mourning thy blighted hopes and ill-timed lot ; 
'Tis nought to thee, though thousands weep thy fate, 
The praise thou shouldst have had has come too late. 
Too late — thy country owns thy promised worth, 
For thou art slumbering in the breast of earth ! 
What matters now, when thou hast gained thy rest, 
That burning tears once wrung thine inmost breast, 
Curdling the life-blood of thy writhing soul, 
Producing feelings thou couldst not control ? 
Now thou hast soared to nobler heights than fame, 
Beyond the selfish critic's praise or blame ; 
'Mid shades of ruined Konie thy bones decay, 
Mingling at last with their own native clay. 
What, though no proud, eulogious pyramid 
Graces the spot where thy young corse is hid ? 
Still o'er that fragrant mound the tear is shed — 
The tear of sympathy for one long dead. 
Oh, Keats ! for ever hushed is thy mute lyre — 
Unstrung it may no more its bard inspire ; 
Yet kindred hands may kindred notes prolong, 
And to thy memory tune a mournful song. 
Enough for me to mourn thy once sad state, 
And leave to nobler pens to trace thy fate ; 
Still round thy name the laurel shall entwine, 
And in thy works thy monument shall shine ! 
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TO THE MEMORY OF COLLINS. 

Ill-fated Bard ! endowed with loftiest thought 
To tune the song with richest fancy fraught, 
Whose potent spell, and spirit-hreathing page 
Shall yet beguile, and please, a future age : 
Oh ! hapless Collins, if thy shade is near, 
Accept the tribute of a hearkwrung tear. 
I envy thee thy pure ethereal muse, 
And with fresh rapture thy loved strains peruse, 
And muse upon thy spirit's slow decay, 
When godlike Keason yielded up her sway ; 
Weep o'er the many pangs that thou hast known, 
And feel thy wrongs and sorrows as my own ; 
O'er thy young bier pour forth this truthful lay, 
And bless the marble that enshrines thy clay. 
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MOST RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO STEPHEN C MASSETT, ESQ. 

Thou comest as a missive from afar, 
All-soothing Ev'ning ! with thy balmy gales. 

Oh ! Hesperus, thou faith-inspiring star, 
O'er high and low thy gentle watch prevails ; 
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Couldst thou not tell some strange and mystic tales 
Of the fair scenes on which thy light has beamed, 

Of trackless ocean with its snowy sails, 
In whose pure depths thy lucid orb has gleamed, 
Though many a league of ether intervened. 

Moon ! thou hast shone on ancient Tiber's spray 
O'er the decay of once imperious Home, 

The abolition of monarchial sway 
Has long been found in many a fallen dome : 
Yet even there thou shinest, midst the gloom 

Of perished glory, — where rank weeds o'erspread 
The mouldering floor of many a noble room, 

That once has echoed to a kingly tread, — 
Over the works of bygone art thy smiling rays are shed. 

Full oft the self-same thought at eventide 
Wakes up in hearts far distant, yet still near, 

And the like chord in each warm breast doth hide 
When ev'ning-bells chime on their spirit-ear, 
Reminding them of all most loved, most dear ; 

And glistening eyes alike gaze on one spot 
At the same moment, — when thy beams appear, 

And though long-parted, neither is forgot, 
Where'er their far-off dwelling, wheresoe'er their lot. 

The poet wooes thee ! and a gentle lay 
Streams forth unbidden in the twilight's spell, — 

The cooling fragrance of expiring day 
Hath charms that fitful fancy loves full well. 
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- Musing by fountain, or in grassy dell, 
He weaves a flowing strain, and strikes his lyre, 

Singing melodiously the day's farewell, 
Impassioned with a poet's purest fire — 
To nobler heights than these no mortal can aspire. 

Fair Nature prompts the verse, inspires the song, 
Teeming with glories of the Almighty's will. 

Not unto man, to mortal man, belong 

The powers that mould such beauties, and the skill 
To raise the mountains, the vast depths to spill 

As a mere handful from exhaustless power, 
Whose all-pervading might the world doth fill, 

Raining a deluge, — or in one short hour 
Sprinkling the thirsty face of earth with a sweet shower. 

Thou comest with the vesper's hallowed sound ; 

And the tired pilgrim greets the gloaming's shade, 
And rests his weary frame on verdant mound, 

When the last streaks of day begin to fade ; 

And when the setting sun has lingering played, 
Flooding with molten gold the shadowy west, 

Throwing its sheeny veil o'er hill and glade, 
Pluming the mountains with its fiery crest ; 
At that sweet balmy hour the zephyrs soothe his rest. 

Meek visitor ! beneath thy quiet sky 
All fearlessly the traveller gently sleeps ; 

While listlessly above, and murmuringly, 
The eddying breeze upon his temple creeps, 
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Each star above him a fond vigil keeps. 
In dreams, — long absent ones again are near, 

Till early matin with soft cadence sweeps, 
Falling like mournful voices on his ear, 
Wounding, yet soothing — mystic, yet still clear. 

The minstrel tunes his lute at golden eve, 

liaising a plaintive song where streamlets flow ; 

Or where the mocking waves of ocean heave, 
Tinted with the rich sunset's crimson glow — 
"With the fair sky serenely glassed below: 

Or mid the shade of desolated halls, 

Where nought but the wild ivy's tendrils grow; 

Where sunlight streams upon the hoary walls, 
And where at night the screech-owl to his fellow calls. 

Thou bringest to the woodman's axe release ; 

The copse re-echoes not unto its sound; 
At close of day his weary labours cease, 

With forest trees felled scatteringly around ; 

Breaking the silence, the young hills resound 
To the light song that welcomes evening rest; 

For vain, aspiring wants are never found 
Making their dwelling in his humble breast, 
Kuger ho seeks the joyous hearth, his own home-nest. 

Thou comest with the dying breath of flowers, 

Odiferously laden, on thy wing, 
Refreshing sultry summer's rosy bowers, 

Invigorating pale-eyed, fragile spring; 
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Dropping thy pearls of dew, all glistening, 
Mid the rich tresses of the glossy leaves ; 

No unseen shrub to which they do not cling, 
No plant but their sweet nourishment receives ; 
E'en wall-flower on the castle wall, or moss on eaves. 

Birds seek repose in evening's hazy light, 
Each to its separate nest, its airy home, 
Save some stray wanderer, in its careless flight, 
Flitting its homeward journey all alone ; 
To rocks and craggy steeps, to man unknown, 
Petrel and sea-mew flockingly repair, 

Screaming their wild sea-notes with shrilling tone, 
When sheltered from the noontide's scorching glare, 
And brooding o'er their nests with fond and jealous care. 
• • • • 

Oh yes ! fair Eve, I love thy gentle voice ; 
Through clouds that shade my heart thy light is breaking, 

Thy all-enchaining spell bids me rejoice, 
Chords long unstrung at thy mute touch are waking. 

I would fain hope that my young life should be 

Gilded at last with a delightful eve, 
And that a pure and peaceful destiny 

The Parcas for my future might enweave. 

Mas8ett ! I tune for thee this humble song, 
As thanks for cheering words, though lightly spoken ; 

I would that nobler strains I could prolong, 
To prove to thee more worthy of a token. 
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Yet, since my unskilled pen hath met thy praise, 
To court it fresh would he a vain endeavour ; 

But may this little tribute meet thy gaze, 
When many a wave old Britain's shores shall sever. 
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Oh ! gentle friend, whose beauty never cloys, 

How few have fed on thy melliferous food ! 
How few have tasted the perennial joys 

Which from thy soul-communion have ensued! 

Thy all-pervading spirit has imbued 
The lustrous beauty of the winding stream ; 

'Tis there we wander in our solitude, 
Where sparkling waters in the sunlight gleam : 
Although to myriads thou art unknown, 
Yet thy dominion does no limit own. 

Thy silence reigns where fields of ghastly dead 

Lie heaped confusedly for leagues around ; 
All, all reposing on one gory bed, 

The warrior and his steed in many a mound. 

Alas ! that there thy presence should be found, 
Where worms are gorging on unburied prey ; 

Alas ! that thou shouldst dwell without a sound, 
Over the weltering masses of decay. 
Where armies are cut down at one fell sweep, 
And one vast sepulchre their ashes reap. 
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What awful stillness dwelleth o'er the scene 

Where nought but carnage rests upon the plain ! 
Who would not feel that glory is a dream, 

To see the blood so reckless spilt in vain ? 

And this is all the wreck that doth remain 
Of manly beauty, high-born chivalry, 

Of those who followed in the martial train ! 
Oh, field of Mars ! what hopes are crushed by thee ! 
O'er thy lone site shall pitying Sorrow brood, 
And wrap thy plain in tranquil solitude. 

Historians shall tread thy blood-stained track 

Alone — to ponder on the deeds of war, 
And with the wand of fancy summons back 

Shield, trumpet, lance and spear, and battle-car ; 

Shall hear and see the cannon from afar ; 
The prancing cavalry, the nation's flag, 

And ranks all striving for Ambition's star ; 
Where all are zealous, where no idlers lag ; 
In solitude re-people the vast plain, 
And view the tragic scene performed again. 

It is not vain ; oh ! no, it is not vain, 

That some should love to often be alone ; 
There are who noisy crowds of mirth disdain, 

To list in solitude to Nature's tone. 

The evening primrose, when the day hath flown, 
Unfolds its beauty to the star-lit sky ; 

And flowers that blossom in the shade unknown, 
Exposed unto the sunbeams droop and die. 
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The bird that sings not in the glare of noon, 
Startles the forest in the midnight gloom. 

There are who shun the staring walks of life, 

Who find no pleasure in the many's joy ; 
Who hate the common causes of its strife, 

And scorn indignantly each proffered toy. 

Society hath nought that will alloy, 
But Nature's fount is ceaseless in its flow ; 

The mountain landscape cannot tire or cloy 
The minds that only her pure pleasures know. 
Oh ! it is peace to roam o'er plain and dell, 
With no discordant voice to break the spell. 

There is a cadence in the zephyr's sigh, 

A speaking beauty in the gentle flowers, 
A noiseless melody when none are nigh, 

A soothing calm in quiet-thinking hours ; 

Whether we tread in fragrant forest bowers, 
Or from the city's buzz a moment steal, 

To think upon the mystic hidden powers 
Which prompt our bosom to the thoughts we feel.- 
Where'er we are, we catch the spirit mood, 
And revel in the depths of solitude. 

It is a holy joy I would not lose, 
To gaze upon the quiet evening-sky ; 

An untold pleasure thus alone to muse 

Upon life's many scenes that have gone by ; 
Where peaceful objects meet the restless eye, 
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To picture sunny dreams of future bliss ; 

Although the rushing moments, hurrying by, 
Leave no frail record of our happiness, 
But, like the ocean, in their rapid flow 
Heed not the treasures that are heaped below. 

To sit upon some rock, around whose base 

The chafing billows heave and dash their foam ; 
To gaze not upon one familiar face ; 

To greet no spreading sail that comes from home — 

Even thus desolate and sadly lone, 
Girt with no prospect but the trackless sea ; 

Nought but the breakers' never-varying tone, 
To fill mine ears with their harsh minstrelsy, 
With none to weep, to smile, to sigh with me, 
Than dwell with vulgar minds, I thus would be. 

Life hath its charms, and Pleasure's passing smile 

Serves to beguile us on our tedious way ; 
Eesistlessly man bows to flattery's wile, 

And yet its incense lures his heart astray ; 

He courts the adulation of the gay, 
Quaffs a libation in the sparkling bowl, 

Forgetful that such moments pass away, 
And trace no lofty impress on the soul ; 
Just for a transient hour allure the mind, 
But leave a sting all venomous behind. 

Some think that with the cloistered monk alone 
Enchanting Solitude delights to dwell ; 
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Or that it seeks a pure and peaceful home . 

In hermit's rocky cave or moss-grown cell. 

Tis true it ever haunts the shadv dell ; 
Yet is it ofttimes found in brighter scenes, 

And, like the sonorous sound of passing-bell, 
Withdraws our mind from vain and fevered dreams, 
For treasures that the proud cannot bestow, 
For joys earth's votaries can never know. 

Oh, Night! thou art a boon unspeakable, 

Stilling the anguish of a thousand hearts ; 
Easing our griefs with thy bewitching spell ; 

Gladly we bless thee, ere thy shade departs. 

The day is tainted with the noisy marts 
Of busy commerce, but thy gentle flight 

Unto the weary watcher oft imparts 
A tranquil feeling of serene delight ! 
O'er all thy murky shadow is unfurled — 
Thou keepest watch o'er half a slumbering world. 

It is the time when fragrant thoughts are culled, 

"When Fancy revels in the waking brain ; 
It is the hour when Passion's voice is lulled ; 

When Solitude hath nought to mar her reign ; 

When Contemplation stirs the poet's brain, 
All silently to muse, perchance to weep ; 

To sweep his lyre unto a mournful strain, 
While other eyes are closed in balmy sleep. 
Earth's canopy, with radiant gems bestrewed, 
Imparts a beauty to the solitude. 
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It is the time for pensive reverie, 

When we recall the forms that long have fled, 
And from the dream-land of our memory 

Gather sweet relics of the mighty dead ! 

Remembrances of those who once have shed 
A glittering halo round their country's name ; 

Whose path of glory none again may tread, 
Or rival in the lustre of their fame : 
The godlike spirits that have "breathed of yore, 
Astounding man with their unequalled lore ! 

In sorrow, it is sweet to seek thy face, 

With no rude gaze our bosom's wound to see ; 

To shed our tears in some sequestered place, 
Without the aid of man's mock sympathy: 
To mourn alone, to let our griefs go free ; 

To lose the load with which we are oppressed. 
Oh, Solitude ! if it were not for thee, 

Our keenest woes would rankle in our breast — 

Our secret from all others we should hide, 

And fainly crush it with a hidden pride. 

Yes, gentle Solitude, in thee I find 
A treasure that the world could never buy ; 

Impassioned monitor unto the mind, 

Oh, that with me thou wert for ever nigh ! 
In thy unsunned mines what jewels lie, 

Yet to he plucked by Poesy's fair hand — 

Thoughts that shall vibrate to their native sky, 

And an unfading wreath of bay demand; 
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In thy soft shades the bard shall strike his lyre, 
And bless thee for the notes thou dost inspire. 

"Withal, we own a pleasure in Eomance, 

And love the spell that binds us as we read ; 
Look on the blinding flash of spear and lance, 

And emulate each fair-enchanting deed. 

In fancy look upon the restless steed, 
Richly caparisoned in trappings bright, 

And gorgeous retinues that onward lead 
Unto the tournament the mail-clad knight. 
But 'tis a passing pageant to appease, 
And Solitude hath greater charms than these : 
For, like the Isthmian games of Greek renown, 
They won at best an unsubstantial crown. 

I gaze upon thee, Nature, and I turn 

And worship at thy mystic, living shrine. 
When reckless passion in my breast doth burn, 

Thy calm and holy spirit chasteneth mine. 

I gaze upon thy works, nobly sublime ; 
Increasing source of my soul-happiness. 

Immutable thy laws — thou art divine, 
For none have fathomed yet thy deep abyss ! 
Far from the haunts of man, I fain would see 
And hold sweet converse, undisturbed, with thee. 

Haply the shadows of brief years will pass 
Ere I can woo and win fair Solitude ; 

Then I shall waken to new joys, — alas, 
My present aspirations are subdued. 
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I yet may feast upon ambrosial food, 
Thy priceless joys, pure Nature, mine may claim, 

And I, ere long, 'neath brighter skies have viewed 
Glories that now I know not, save in name. 
Far from the haunts of man, I fain would see 
And hold sweet converse, undisturbed, with thee. 
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Pure Hope ! it is unchanging — 'tis the sunshine of our youth ; 
Tis the star that lights our fairy sky with blossomings of 

Truth: 
It leads us o er life's dusty track to seek some verdant bower, 
And, like the bee upon the wing, we sip each wayside flower. 

Our bright anticipations too often fade away, 

And the years, they fly along so swift, they seem as but a 

day; 
Sometimes a cloud o'ershadows us, and our hopes appear in 

vain, 
Until a lucid ray of light relumes our path again. 
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Hail ! to thy faded beauty, fallen leaf, 
For thou hast waved upon the topmost spray. 

True, thou hast had thy spring, but it was brief; 
Like all things living, thou, too, must decay 1 

c2 
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And thou hast glistened in the trembling dew, 

Or rested in the moonbeams' silvery light, 
Or gained fresh vigour in the morning sun, 

Or felt the cooling breezes of the night ; 
But now, the lurid tempest with its blight 

Has nipped thee, — thou art fallen from on high. 
Tis so with man — whate'er his skill or might, 

From Fame's proud pinnacle he falls — to die ! 
The soil, that yielded him his infant breath, 
Is yawning to o'ershadow him in death. 
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Flow on, thou mighty river, thou art not 

An idol to be worshipped, like the Ganges' tide ; 
Yet on thy bosom thou hast safely borne 

The strength of Britain and a nation's pride ; 

And those who for their country bled and died, 
And who stood foremost in the ranks of war, 

Where sons fell fighting by their father's side, 
And heroes won a name and battle-scar ; — 
Koll on ! tradition thy fair glory cannot mar. 

'Tis true, thou rollest not o'er ruined heaps, 
Where noble cities stood, in song renowned ; 

Where the sweet cadence of iEolian harps 
Flung passing beauty on the scenes around ; 
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Or where a stately monarch once was crowned, 
Mid architectural piles, or palace walls ; 

Or where the vesper-chant did once resound 
At " golden eventide *' from classic halls, — 
Tis not o'er perished art thy peaceful water falls. 

Wending thy way amidst a city's din, 

"Where haunts of commerce on thy banks are seen ; 
Or amid England's rural scenery, 

And graceful forest trees, all rich and green, 

A treasure unto Albion thou hast been, — 
A precious outlet to the distant seas; 

To her proud fleets their swelling canvas seen, 
And flags of freedom waving in the breeze ; 
The glories of the distant Nile vie not with these. 
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Think not that I forget thee, my sweet friend, 

Although thy gentle face I see not now ; 

Though parted, yet our brightest thoughts shall blend 

Until death's icy hand shall touch my brow. 

The union of our spirits cannot end 

Until the heart is calm that throbbeth now. 

I pictured friendship, in my young life's dream, 
But 'twas not purer than our love hath been. 

'Tis sweet in life to be remembered ; 
Yet in my dying moments I would crave 
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That all my faults and virtues might be hid 

In the dark stillness of old Lethe's wave. 

But thou, my gentle friend, perchance would shed 

A genuine tear of sorrow o'er my grave. 

Albeit my heart's love thou canst not see, 
The world were nothing if I had not thee. 

And yet, why should I care if with time's flight 
The heart I cherish now should faithless prove, 
And these fond feelings prematurely blight 
With unrequited sympathy and love ? 
"Why then it would but teach me what I might 
Only with time's revealings fully prove. 

The name of friendship I should ever spurn, 
Shouldst thou with* coldness my warm love return. 

Few have loved me, and I have loved but few, — 

I am as a stranger on a desert shore, 

Who to his native land hath said adieu, 

And cares not if he gaze on it no more ; 

But loves the rocks which hide it from his view, 

And finds sweet friendship in the billow's roar. 

And these wild feelings I seek not to tame ; 

Humanity, what is it but a name ? 

Although my womanhood is not attained, 
I would not linger in young girlhood's spell ; 

For oft is knowledge prematurely gained ; 
And even now I know the world too well, 
And gladly would I say to it farewell. 
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Not many things I prize, why should I stay ? 
And few the language of my heart can tell, 
And my best feelings riot to decay. 

When I reflect on this, I can't control 

The inward writhing of my very soul. 

Farewell ! I will not grieve thee, for I know 

Thy feeling heart respondeth unto mine ; 
Thou art my one beloved friend, and so 

Thou shalt continue, for thy joys are mine, 

And ever shall be ; I would not resign 
Thy friendship for the glittering star of fame. 

In years to come, and in a far-off clime, 
I yet may breathe in solitude thy name. 

Farewell ! these lines a lasting pledge shall be 
Of the pure love that I have borne for thee. 
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COMPOSED AFTER VISITING WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

Hail ! Gothic pile, magnificently grand, 
Rearing thy honoured towers unto the sky ; 

A remnant of the glory of our land, 

A choice memorial of the years gone by. 

Thy walls have echoed to the rites of Rome, 
Thy aisles have glistened in the proud array 

Of popish festivals, — but now alone 

Thou standest, — for those scenes have passed away. 
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Here has the pealing organ loudly swelled 
The hymn of joy, while monarchs bent the knee; 

Or notes of requiem, sonorously knelled, 
When hero, sage, or bard, has ceased to be. 

Chief actors in the arena of life, 
Ye, too, have sickened of its garish beams; 

Here — the proud statesman rests from senate strife, 
Tired of the conflict of politic scenes. 

And here the crownless head is pillowed rude, 
For despot kings have bowed unto decay; 

All loathsome and unrecked, the reptile brood 
Hath held high revel o'er the royal clay. 

For marble effigy, and stately tomb, 

Shield not earth's victims from Corruption's breath ; 
Foul devastation, — pestilential gloom, 

These are thy attributes, all-powerful Death ! 

Where are thy boasted might and glory, Earth ? 

Not in the shadows of a high renown. 
Where is the lineal pride of kingly birth ? 

Not in these mouldering relics of a crown. 

Here, too, the poet sleeps, whose giant brain 
Has ebbed and flowed with thoughts of glowing fire ; 

Give back the genius that thou dost contain, 
Rewake the strains of Chaucer's tuneful lyre. 
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Abbey! thy sacred trust thou may'st not yield; 

Brave warriors, patriots, mingle with thy soil ; 
Man gave, but cannot claim, from thy rich field 

One of thy buried mass of human spoil ! 

I walk thy mucid cloister's trodden stones, — 
The vesper-chant hath long since died away ; 

These time-worn arches ne'er prolong the tones 
Of early matins at the break of day. 

And yet we mourn not o'er thy mouldering fate, 
For moss shoots forth from many a fragment gray ; 

It soothes, while pondering on thy altered state, 
To gaze on life that springs from thy decay. 
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O mighty Death ! thou comest unto all — 
To noble's scion, or to peasant's son ; 

Binding the monarch with thy massive thrall. 
There is no field that thou hast left unwon, 
Nor aught is there that breathes beneath the sun, 

That is exempted, from thy stern decree. 

Thou hast the hopes of many a heart undone : 

Health, beauty, rank, and power, all bow to thee — 
Thy winged arrow smites them, and they cease to be. 
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It was a stormy night on sea and land, 

And the ship wrestled with the wrathful foam, 
And the forked lightning glared sublimely grand, 

Belting the ocean with a fiery zone ; 

And the heavens thundered with a giant tone, 
And the loosed winds their unbound fury cast 

On canvas sails — rocking the wooden home 
• Of ocean navigators — and the mast 
Swayed to and fro, then cracked and broke, in the fierce 

blast. 

That ocean-earthquake swallowed many a spoil, 
And on that gallant vessel's deck there fell 

A noble youth, whose brave and fearless toil 

The tempest's blighting breath could never quell : 
Manhood and beauty girt him with their spell. 

And those white temples the rough spray dashed o'er, 
His young eyes closed, — he breathed a last farewell 

To loved companions, to his native shore — 
And died, far from his home, amid the billows' roar. 

And stalwart men stood where his corse reposed, 
And rough hands gently wiped his sea-washed hair ; 

Gazed on those lineaments that once had glowed, 
Bearing in death the impress of despair, 
Arranging his last rest with manly care ; 

Paying fond tributes to the sleeping brave, 

Whose watery unmarked tomb no kindred share, 

O'er which none weep but the low moaning wave, 
And whose funereal-chant the surging sea doth rave. 
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The morning dawned, calming the troubled deep, 

The sun shone fairly on the dancing wave ; 
The lowered flag spoke of the wakeless sleep 

Of him who died a death, forlorn, and brave ; 

And the ship-bell tolled sonorous on the wave. 
They sang a requiem o'er his lifeless head, 

Ere they consigned him to his ocean-cave, 
Till the all-conquering sea shall yield the dead, 
Whose whitened bones, mingling, bestrew her bed. 

And the huge monsters of the sea swam round 
"With gaping jaws — unto their wild dismay, 

Foaming the waters (like a hungry hound 
Ready to leap upon the stag at bay) — 
Scenting their victim, waiting for the prey. 

With ravenous appetite and wolfish eyes, 

Watching the shroud that wrapped the powerless clay ; 

Eager to seize upon their human prize, 
To hold high carnival where ocean's treasure lies. 

A momentary splash, a gurgling near, 

And yawning depths o'erwhelmed in their vast shrine 
The new-made ashes that had known no bier, 

Save the dread heaving car of ocean-brine ; 

And he went down to the sea's untold mine, 
And sullen waves rolled on with dull cold flow, 

Leaving no trace where youth and manly prime 
Went down all silent to the shades below, 
The victim of the tempest's ruthless, unseen blow. 
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The last sad rite was said, the task was o'er, 
Voracious Ocean revelled loud and dread, 

Lashing in playful glee the rocky shore, 
Exulting o'er the chambers of her dead : 
White towering rock uprearing its proud head — 

A fit sarcophagus — above the brave, 
Securely rooted in its stony bed, 

And whose colossal base the sea doth lave, 
Spurning to yield to storm — proof against wind or wave. 



O classic city ! Learning's stately shrine ! 

Home of my childhood ! The long lapse of years 
Hath made me feel no less a child of thine, 

For absence, things we prize doubly endears. 

Resort of genius ! thy sacred fanes 
And hoary piles are rising to mine eye, 

Proudly asserting their own hallowed claims, 
The massive structures of an age gone by. 

A mighty Alfred reared thy long-famed schools ; 

A poet king rebuilt in days of yore 
Thy University — laid legal rules, 

And drove usurping Danes from Britain's shore. 
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Philosophy still flourishes in thee, 

With more success than early promise gave ; 
Famous in memory, Oxford, thou shalt be, 

For Learning's sacred branches o'er thee wave. 

Rich in the classic spoils of years long past ; 

Strong in the wisdom of the present age ; 
Exhaustless mines of lore still, still thou hast, 

Yielding fresh ore for poet or for sage. 

Scene of my birth, thy glories I rehearse ; 

Not with vain pomp I weave this humble strain, 
Fain to portray, in this my youthful verse, 

My cherished love for thee — and sing thy fame. 

Hail, noble city ! name of fair renown, — 
Oh, academic shade ! Patrician school ! 

Imperiously thine edifices frown, 

Cheering the students heart, awing the fool. 

What though the pedant looks with apathy 
Where wisdom's stately towers uprear their head, 

Nor in thy varied scenes one charm can see ; 
Still there are some whose senses are not dead. 

Some breasts that glow whene'er thy name is heard; 

Some eyes that brighten at the thought of thee ; 
And some that treasure as a precious hoard 

The lasting fragrance of thy memory. 
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My thoughts revert to childhood's hours once more — 
To Christchurch meadows where I loved to roam, 

To hanks of Isis, where I walked of yore — 
The fair retreats around my early home. 

The winding glade that I have ofttimes traced, 

Each well-loved walk, though distant, greets mine eye, 

Leaving a spell that cannot he effaced, 
Creating feelings that can never die. 

Thy towering steeples and thy lofty spires ; 

Thy sacred monuments majestic gleam; 
"While each hoar, venerable Hall inspires 

The poet's fancy with a pleasing theme. 

Oxford, adieu ! Although long years have fled 
Since I traversed each well-remembered spot; 

Though amid other scenes I've wandered, 
My birth-place, thou hast never been forgot. 
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What is Life ? A gay, bright summer's dream, 

Too fair to last ; 
Varied and changing, sunshine, and then shade, 

Till it is past. 
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What is Life ? At first a gorgeous flower, 

Dazzling the eye ; 
But time steals on, and those we love the most, 

Are first to die. 

What is Life ? To childhood, a fair boon, 

Pree from all care ; 
In youth, the sky is calm without a rack, 

Yet clouds lurk there. 

What is Life ? A frail, light, shadowy beam, 

Or a short breath ; 
Howe'cr it may be fraught with joy or gloom, 

It ends in Death. 
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WRITTEN IN THE CEMETERY AT NOTTINGHAM. 

I fain would lie within this gentle nook ; 

Here would I sleep the long, long sleep of death. 

In this sequestered spot would close mine eyes 

To fleeting visions of mortality. 

Why should I care to live ? — there are few hearts 

That ever vibrate at the self-same touch ; 

Eor Nature's ruder children never feel 

The pangs that revel in the breasts of those 

Cast in so fine a mould that life's rough blast 
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Freezes the current of their soul. Like to 
A fair young tree beneath a scorching sun, 
Whose sap dries up, — they wither, droop, and die. 
If I might rest within this green retreat, 
'Twere peace to die, and so cast off the load — 
The binding shackles of Corruption's chain. 
On summer morns the pearly dew should weep, 
And flowers diffuse their gentle fragrance round. 
The mouldering tenement should angels guard, 
Till earth's vast canopy shall be withdrawn ; 
And like ethereal vapour quickly pass, 
Or the prismatic hues of rainbow light, 
And fade, as in a dream, to nothingness. 
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Relentless tyrant ! who shall stop thy breath ? 

Who shall avert thy dart? or chain thy power? 
Slain heaps and gory streams, fields strewed with death, 

These are thy ravages in one short hour. 
Where didst thou spring from ? — when will cease thy toil ? 
Art thou not glutted with thy reeking spoil ? 

Thy embers smoulder, — thou still crouchest down ; 

Thy fangs are quivering for their wonted prey, 
Insatiate, and panting for renown. 

Thrones, empires, kingdoms stagger 'neath thy sway, 
Earth's pillars tremble at thy thundering tone — 
Thy havoc has been felt from zone to zone. 
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Thou art where climb the chivalrous and brave, 
Scaling the ramparts of the foeman's wall ; 

Thou reignest where the flags of nations wave, 
Where mighty heroes earn their fame — then fall. 

Where plumes, and rolling drums, and neighing steeds 

Spur on to victory, and to gallant deeds. 

Thou art where face to face the foe meets foe, 
With charging guns and din of hurried tread ; 

Where man at man deals forth the deadly blow, 
Mowing the living— trampling on the dead ! 

Eager to gain the laurel in the strife, 

Fearless of lance and spear — reckless of life. 

Thy trace is left where not a sound is heard — 
O'er one vast clotted space, with dead bestrewed — 

Save the wild shriek of some carniv'rous bird, 
Breaking the stillness of the solitude ; 

Or fiendish howl of wolf over its prey, 

Gloating its appetite on human clay. 

When wilt thou yield to Peace thy lawless reign ? 

Unconquered now, yet thou must conquered be ; 
Thou shalt not always feast upon the slain. 

" The time shall come when thou no more shalt be ;" 
On the last battle-plain thy sun shall set, 
And Peace shall flourish where the hostile met. 
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Co mj Sister, 



ON HER FIFTEENTH BIRTHDAY, 

Sister ! the morn is now, 
And thy young life hath numbered fifteen years ; 
Childhood is past, and on thy youthful brow 

The blush of May appears. 

May this day oft return, 
Fraught with the happiness thou fain wouldst see ; 
For I would not that thou shouldst ever mourn 

A blighted destiny. 

Calm may thy life-bark glide, 
With Cyparisssea for thy guiding star ; 
Though it be dark, fear not, but stem the tide, 

Her light is seen afar. 

And when old Ocean's foam, 
And the huge billows, in their wrathful play, 
And many broad leagues sunder me from home, 

Then for the absent pray. 

And in long years to come, 
Perchance thou'lt treasure up this humble rhyme, 
"When others weave a brilliant lay, but none 

So true to thee as mine. 

Sister ! I close my lay; 
Yet wheresoe'er I go I'll think of thee, 
And where my wandering footsteps chance to stray, 

There will thy image be. 
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Jffoi J ok 



'Tis like the dew-drop on the flower, 

A glittering thing of light ; 
A transient gleam of paradise, 

Bursting upon the sight. 

It is the first alluring dream 
That lights the maiden's eye ; 

It is the meteor's sparkling flash 
Across the youthful sky. 

It is the dawning of bright hopes 
That young hearts fondly cherish ; 

Too often doomed, 'neath life's cold sky, 
All blightedly to perish. 

It is a streamlet's rippling flow, 
"Whose silvery waters gliding, 

Shield many a jutting stone and rock 
Beneath its beauty hiding. 



Co $ ouis Itajjoleott, 

ON HIS COUNTENANCING AN ARTICLE WHICH APPEARED IN 
THE "MONITEUR," INSULTING ENGLAND, 1858. 

Napoleon, Albion's unfettered sons 

Spring from a noble soil that owneth free, 

Fair justice I Her brave hearts and booming guns 
The slightest encroach on her liberty 
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Kesent with British valour, and ne er yield 
Until her arms with victory are sealed. 

Empires may rise and fall, nations decay, 

But Britain and her Queen shall long endure ; 

'Mid fluctuations of politic sway, 
Her laws are stalwart and her throne secure. 

No treacherous subjects mar their country's rest, 

For loyal feelings warm the British breast. 

Her shores are tainted not with anarchy— 
The hunted exile landeth on her strand ; 

And blesses England for her liberty, 
A fitting bulwark for so brave a land. 

Land of brave heroes ! thy fair glories shine 

Untarnished — I am proud to call thee mine ! 

And dost thou think, Napoleon, we shall bow, 
And barter freedom at thy base demands ? 

No ! we are ready, and not only now, 

But while a vestige of Old Britain stands, 

To shield her glory with our native fire, 

"When GaUic monarchies in blood expire. 

Blood-thirsty France ! thy chosen kings we see 
Grasping thy sceptre with a despotrpower, 

Then from their crown and country forced to flee, 
And all in the mere passing of an hour. 

Let not thy Generals boast their power to tame ; 

They have not got the lion by the mane. 
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We've conquered one Napoleon on the field, 

And if we need it, can do so again ; 
The spirit of a Briton will not yield, 

But face his enemy on shore or main. 
Not bowing unto Gaul, our land shall be 
The exile's home — the dwelling of the free ! 



He fell amid the clash of arms, 

Beneath a burning sky ; 
Yet one there was who o'er him stood, 

To watch the hero die : 
To whom his life was held so dear, 
That with her own she graced his bier. 

Forth from a convent's sheltered walls 

A holy maiden hied, 
And hurrying to the battle-field 

Knelt by her lover's side ; 
She recognized, with deep despair, 
His noble form lie weltering there. 

She sprinkled o'er his knightly brow 

The holy water clear ; 
And then a peaceful vesper-hymn 

Fell on his dying ear, 
From her young lips, in gentle tones, 
And mingled with the warrior's moans. 
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The sun's last rays fell on that field 
Keeking with human gore, 

Where Etheld, stretched upon the plain, 
Had slept to wake no more. 

He raised but one expiring cry, 

" Tis for my country that I die !" 

They wrapt him inhis martial cloak, 
"With lance, and spear, and crest ; 

And placed a sword and laurel-wreath 
Upon that gallant breast. 

They left him sleeping in his tent, 

Where cross and banner o'er him bent. 

And in the solemn hush of night, 

After the battle's fray, 
With trembling steps the maiden went 

To gaze upon his clay. 
Her heart was blighted, and she sighed, 
And then fell lifeless by his side ! 

And there Edith and Etheld rest, 

In one sequestered grave ; 
And innocence and beauty sleep 

Beside the fallen brave. 
They parted ere the sun had set, 
Before it rose again they met ! 
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Cff Spp%. 



Oh ! Sympathy, thou oft mistaken name, 

The gentle opiate to inward pain ; 

Thy spirit-soothing balm oft gives relief 

To many a wretched pang of hidden grief. 

All hail ! thou stranger to the sordid great, 

"Whose sympathies in words evaporate, 

Or vulgar pity, — which the noble scorn, 

Preferring o'er their woes alone to mourn. 

Oh ! blessed boon ! how few there are possess 

The eye to sorrow, and the heart to bless ; 

The ready tears to flow when others' flow, 

In other's joys responsive joy to know. 

The gentle vein that circulates the soul, 

To stay the weak, the sufferer to console, 

To drop some passing dew on drooping flowers, 

And throw a lustre on Life's gloomy hours ; 

The wrongs of others as their own to feel, 

And stanch the bleeding wounds they cannot heal. 



" %tm: 



How desolate on this broad earth, 
'Mid all the revellings of mirth, 
To meet with none that can impart 
A touch of gladness to the heart ! 
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Never, in one familiar face, 
A line of sympathy to trace ; 
To mingle with the crowd and feel 
A shade of sorrow o'er ns steal — 
An inward pang, — a spirit-moan, 
To think that we are quite alone. 

And none to share the passing thought, 
With many a gem of fancy fraught ; 
To roam o'er plain and lowly dell, 
Entranced in Nature's mystic spell, 
While other eyes those glories see, 
Yet gaze with utmost apathy. 
To sit and muse when none are near, 
To drop unseen the heart-wrung tear, 
Our bark still heaving on Life's foam ; 
'Tis sad, 'tis sad — to feel alone ! 

To walk the trodden path of life, 
To mingle in its common strife ; 
To taste its cares, its wants deplore, 
As thousands long have done before ; 
To feel the worm of hidden grief 
Gnawing where none can give relief; 
At last, to fill some riarrow spot, 
In life unloved, in death forgot, 
Each inward thought to all unknown — 
This is to be alone — alone. 
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Oh ! lustrous gem in Night's dark coronet, 
What soothing thoughts are oft inspired by thee ! 
How calmly all things in thy shadow rest ! 
How peerless is thy beauty on the sea ! 
And I have gazed on thy unchanging face, 
Looking so calmly on earth's fitful scenes ; 
And I have wandered in thy gentle spell, 
In flower-clad meadows, and by silver streams, 
And saddened thoughts hold revel in my breast, 
When gazing where thy beams reflected lay ; 
For kindred feelings once have stirred the breast 
Of those now mingling with the cold earth-clay ; 
And strange emotions o'er my bosom steal, 
That I would fain, yet cannot all conceal. 



^^v^^^^^^^v^^^^w^^w^^*^**^**^ 



ftjjt €nlts parting Song, 

Farewell to thee, beloved isle, — 
Thy very name shall oft beguile ; 
There is a magic in its sound, 
Its links around my heart are wound ; 
Though banished to a distant strand, 
I still shall love my native land. 
Friends, country, home, I sigh to you 
A long, a lingering, sad adieu. 
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Albion ! farewell ! — it may not be 
That I shall look again on thee ; 
Yet every zephyr as it flies 
Shall whisper of my native skies, 
And scalding tears too oft will tell 
That I have loved thee, ah ! — too well ; 
And though far hence my sun will set — 
Thy memory I can ne'er forget. 



|it glemarj of Captain ^Mq fitars, 

ADDRESSED TO HIS SISTER, LADY RAYLEIGH. 

On Crimean heights the battle's hushed, the fearful strife 

is o'er ; 
There many a brave man found a grave, and Vicars wakes 

no more : 
He dwells now where no cannon's roar falls harshly on the 

ear, 
Hut where the armies of the sky send forth their music 

clear. 
He sought a Home not made with hands, pure and divinely 

fair; 
And in the warmth of manhood's prime he laid up treasures 

there. 
And as a soldier of the Cross he sought not earth's renown, 
But gained a richer diadem than monarch's jewelled crown. 
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He died not where home's quiet scenes spread tranquil 

peace around. 
No sister's gentle form was seen upon that blood-stained 

ground. 
He fell amidst the battle's din, — the victory dearly won, — 
And angels from their shining ranks hailed from above 

" Well done ;" 
For they, unseen by mortal eye, kept holy vigil there, 
And chariots of heavenly fire stood waiting in the air. 
'Midst tears from many a manly eye, his spirit broke earth's 

chains, 
And soared amid the glittering throng to heaven's eternal 

plains ; 
He entered at the golden gates, and loud the music rang, 
And angels welcomed him with joy, and sweet the seraphs 

sang. 
Those cheering words fell on his ear, "A crown is thy 

reward ; 
"Welcome, thou faithful servant, to the mansions of thy 

Lord." 
And ye, who now deplore his loss, his face again shall see, 
When frail corruption has put on bright immortality ; 
And ye shall listen to his voice, far sweeter than of yore, 
The first to greet ye as ye land upon fair Canaan's shore. 
And then the soldiers of the Cross shall wave their palms 

with joy, 
And shouts of victory over death eternity employ. 
Those who beneath its banner fought, around the throne 

shall meet, 
And lay the trophies of their spoils at the Redeemer's feet. 
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Somttt. 



I love to wander 'mid the silvery chime 

Of rolling waters — in the gentle light 
Of the pale moon, in the young summer time, 

When all is quiet in the hush of night : 
For what is man's society or might ? 

Give me the solitude of rocky glens, 
Let me repose upon some mountain height, 

Crowned with a coronet of Nature's gems ; 
Or I would roam where nought hut Ocean's flow 

And the blue depths of ether meet mine eye ; 
I ask no sympathy from those I know, 

When gazing on the calm, pure waves that lie 
Outstretched for many a league, — nor would forego 

Life's few hrief pleasures, though they quickly die. 



% Sister's f ameni 



Where art thou now ? — not in the haunts of childhood ; 

Not in the winding alleys, where together we have played ; 
Not in the sunny nooks of park, or luring greenwood ; 
Not in the flowery garden, or the fragrant hawthorn's shade. 
Where the mountain-rill doth flow, 
Where the first sweet violets blow, 
Where the water-lilies grow, 
I seek thee in vain. 
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Yet I breathe thy name and call thee, 
As I often did of yore ; 
But they chide me when they hear me, 
And they say thou'lt come no more. 
They tell me that thy spirit-bark has reached a joyous shore ; 
That thou hast happier delights 
Than our first childish glee. 
Sister ! where art thou dwelling now ? 
Oh ! let me come to thee. 



% fragment. 



Seventeen brief years as yet, 
And I have deeply drunk the cup of sorrow ! 
Haply there dawns for me no brighter morrow, 

Until life's star has set. 

Life's thread will not decay, 
Though all the charms that bound to earth are lost; 
Still onwards we pursue our dusty way, 

"Weary and tempest-tossed. 

No life is always fair, 
Each sky is darkened with some lurid clouds, 
And unto some the gloom of black despair 

Their youth's dim landscape shrouds. 
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ft 3, 



Forget me ! for I would not thou shouldst ever 
One sad or lingering thought bestow on me ; 

The links that bound us, we henceforth must sever- 
' Tis vain, 'tis useless-^-thine I cannot be. 

I would not mar the brightness of thy morrow, 
There will be one to live only for thee — 

A breast to share thy every joy and sorrow, 
Thy saddest moments, and thine hour of glee. 

Thy path and mine, in different channels flowing, 
"Will never mingle in one common stream. 

Banish the past ! for it is not worth knowing ; 
And oh ! forget that I have ever been. 



Cff t\t $irj. 



Oh, faithful ivy, thou dost dwell 
Where desolation grimly smiles, 

O'er monk's abode or pilgrim's cell, 
O'er lonely fretted aisles, 
Decking, with thy green tracery, 

The relics of departed power. 
Man has not thy fidelity— 

The lambent meteor of an hour. 
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Where courtiers once did proudly quaff 

From polished cups of foaming wine, 
The halls where rose the reckless laugh, 

Thou claimest now for thine. 
Where wassail bowls went gaily round, 

And minstrels sang their songs with glee, 
Nought but hoar ruins now are found, 

Forsook by all, save thee. 

The classic nourishment that springs 

From temple stones and sculptured walls 
Is food for thee ; — thy tendril clings 

Mourning o'er ruined halls. 
Thou climbest on, untrained, unpruned 

By man's vain skill, all wild and free, 
The crumbling arches all festooned 

With thy rich drapery. 

Where flags streamed forth from lofty towers, 

Thy lonely vigil thou dost keep ; 
On terraced heights, o'er moss-clad bowers, 

Where none may come to weep ; 
O'er statued niche and falling fane, 

The zephyrs on thy tresses play ; 
Thy unchecked wanderings none may tame, 

Feeding upon decay. 

And where, from blazing festal hearth, 

The midnight revel loudly rose, 
The gleams of wit, the shouts of mirth, 

Breaking the night's repose. 



63 
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'Tis even there thou hoverest round, 
As if such spots had charms for thee, 

Guarding each nook of hallowed ground, 
A pledge of constancy. 

Thy proud example man might take, 

Lessons of wisdom learn from thee ; 
Still clinging, thou dost not forsake, 

E'en in adversity. 
Man is all changing — thou art not ; 

He courteth power — hut not so thee : 
Thou hendest o'er the lowliest spot, 

Reft of prosperity. 

True mourner over fallen worth ! 

Oh let thy classic leaflets wave 
Ahove the unknown track of earth, 

Marking my humhle grave. 
Though a Marmorean effigy 

Is raised ahove the nohle's hier, 
Thou my sarcophagus shouldst he, 

Living — yet never sere. 



Oh, Time has crumhled into dust the palaces of old, 
The kingly temples, that were huilt with cedar and with gold; 
And where the pilgrim hent the knee in holy Palestine, 
Or bowed in wild idolatry before the Prophet's shrine. 
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The sacred things of olden times, how have they passed 

away! 
The great and mighty of the earth now sleep in dull decay. 
Thou city of Jerusalem ! within thy stone-huilt walls 
Old Time, with his decaying hand, has touched thy marhle 

halls ; 
Thy empire it hath fallen now, the prophecy's revealed — 
Jerusalem ! Jerusalem ! thy destiny is sealed. 
Thy hulwarks now defend thee not, thy towers in ruins lie ; 
The only thing Time has not changed is thy pure azure 

sky. 
Time has not changed the ocean, for onwards it has rolled ; 
The dashing of its frothy waves make music, as of old ; 
The sacred hills of Galilee still look as green and fair ; 
The all-destroying hand of Time has left no impress there. 
Time has not changed the sunlight's beam, that gladdens 

heart and home — 
That shines as brightly in the hut as in the palace-dome. 
'Tis works of nature, not of art, that Time can never fade ; 
The works of Him who made them both, the sunshine and 

the shade. 



>ong. 

Oh ! there is a spell in the twilight hour, 
"When the stars are gently gleaming, 

When the zephyrs flit in the rose-leaved bower, 
And the light of the moon is beaming. 

E 
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Tis then that the glance of bright eyes meet, 
And love's soft vows are spoken, 

With hopeful fears for coming years, 
And the .stars for a constant token. 

Oh! there is a spell in the twilight hour, 

"Where the dashing stream is playing ; 
Who has not felt its spirit-power, 

'Mid the drooping vine-leaves straying ? 
'Tis then that the glance of bright eyes meet, 

And love's soft vows are spoken, 
With hopeful fears for coming years, 

And the stars for a constant token. 



I heard from strangers thou hadst fled, 

Yet gazed not on thy clay ; 
They told me thou hadst long been dead, 

And slumbering in decay. 

I heard not thy last faltering tones, 

Nor met thy dying eye, 
Nor listened to thy spirit moans — 

I could not see thee die. 

I could not bear thy parting look, 

For it were death to me : 
Alas ! alas ! I could not brook 

That thou no more shouldst be. 
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'Twas well that I was far from thee, 
When none thy life could save — 

That I, who loved thee, did not see 
Such heauty deck the grave. 



Jfoipt m fjtot 



Forget me not, on memory's page 

Keserve a place for me ; 
And I, perchance, in other days, 

"Will pause to think of thee. 

When wandering 'neath a cloudless sky, 

In a far distant clime, 
'Twill he a soothing halm to know 

That all my joys are thine. 

When gazing on the midnight stars, 

Wherever I may he, 
'Twill strike a deep and hidden chord 

To think they watch o'er thee. 

When some fair scene shall stir my heart 

To sweep my unstrung lyre, 
I know that, in thy youthful breast, 

'Twould kindred thoughts inspire. 
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f jre Ctntjr ^kgiw uf (^gp{. 

'Twas midnight, and the vigil watch 

A mother silent kept ; 
Beside her, on a lowly couch, 
A heauteous infant slept. 

Proudly she gazed on him with joy — 
He was her own, her first-born boy. 

No trace of sin had yet disturbed 

That guileless infant breast, 
The chanting of the vesper hymn 
Had lulled him to his rest. 

To him young life was quickly past ; 
How calm that sleep ! it was his last. 

One short sweet hour had scarcely fled 

Ere sickness entered there, 
And the death-shriek was followed soon 
By cries of deep despair. 

God spake ! and the destroying hand 
Smote all the first-born in the land. 

Cold lay the finger that once traced 

The hieroglyphic scroll ; 
And still the form that braved the tide, 
Where Nile's proud waters roll. 

The strong was smitten in his pride ; 
The mighty bowed his head and died* 
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Dimmed was the eye, to whose keen glance 

Still night her depths revealed ; 
Void was the brain of mystic thought, 
In death for ever sealed. 

E'en they, who prophesied so well, 
This sad event could not foretel. 

"Where now the mind, to whose high powers 

Deep homage had been paid ? 
The voice whose matchless eloquence 
The multitude had swayed, 

Now, in its silence, seemed to say — 
Thus high and noble pass away. 

Amidst the pomp of regal halls, 

A monarch felt the blow ; 
His proud heart stubbornly refused 
To let God's chosen go. 

Surrounded by earth's brightest things, 
He bowed not to the King of Kings. 

At midnight, from his palace-walls 

A bitter cry arose, 
More direful than the battle-shriek 
Of his expiring foes. 

Deep grief his stony heart had won, 
Proud Pharaoh wept his high-born son. 

Loud through the land, with piteous wail, 

All mourned their loved ones dead ; 
And many deep-drawn sighs were heard, 

And bitter tears were shed, 
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As o'er their first-born mothers cried — 
" Oh ! that for thee I could have died ! * 



C0 % IJrkess Jtojal, 

IN ANTICIPATION OF HER ALLIANCE WITH THE PRINCE 

OF PRUSSIA. 

May heaven watch o'er thee ! is the fervent prayer 

Echoed from heart to heart on Britain's isle ; 
And may that God, who has thy mother blessed, 

On thee and thy adopted country smile ; 
And may the cares and burden of a crown 

Ne'er pain a brow so guileless and so fair. 
May he prove worthy of thy royal love, 

"Whose home and country thou art called to share. 

Perchance, in after-years, thou wilt look back 

"When ocean waves and strange lands intervene — 
Wilt think of England and her happy homes ; 

Of childhood's hours and many a bygone scene. 
Of Osborne, with fair views of land and sea ; 

Balmoral wild, her moors and mountains high ; 
Of Windsor, strong begirt with stately trees, 

The noblest home beneath thy parent sky. 

And thou wilt leave us and our sea-bound isle 
For a strange people whom thou hast not known ? 

A royal scion asks thy treasured smile, 
A mighty nation claims thee as their own. 
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With joy they'll give thee welcome, and proclaim 

Their leal allegiance to thy gentle hand ; 
Thou wilt not find their hearts more warm, more true, 

Than theirs who love thee in thy native land. 



Jfarcfoell. 



There is a beauty in the flowers, 

And music in the waves, 
As they dash and play o'er coral isles, 

Or ocean's pearly caves : 
But there's a deep and magic tone, 

Fraught with a hidden spell, 
Few hearts can answer to its moan, — 

'Tis the mystic word, Farewell ! 

It leaves its echo on our ear, 

"When the long loved depart ; 
When eye meeteth eye, and hand clasps hand, 

And heart responds to heart. 
We gaze our last on some loved scene, 

That we have prized full well, 
The nooks where we have ofttimes been, 

The mountain and flowery dell. 
And then we breathe that magic tone, 

Fraught with a hidden spell, 
Few hearts can answer to its moan, — 

'Tis the mystic word, Farewell ! 
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They have wrapped the turf o'er his manly breast, 

On the shores of a stranger's city; 
His young spirit takes its final rest, 

With none to weep or to pity. 

They have laid him down in an eastern clime, 
With the cold earth-sod for his pillow ; 

And wandering stars their vigils shine 
Far over the crested billow. 

And the weeping dew on the lily fair 

Still mourns o'er the scene of his slumbers ; 

And the blasted hopes that moulder there, 
Are a theme for loftier numbers. 

But we watch no more for his well-known tread, 
Yet his mem'ry is warmly cherished ; 

And affection's tears are freely shed 
O'er the flower so early perished. 



*^v«s<ii#>sw*yw Wts-^/v^wvswtsv* 



tomet to Spring. 



Hail ! sunny Spring, O whither hast thou strayed, 
That we so long have waited for thy face ? 

We smell thy fragrant breath on lawn and glade, 
In pale green meadows thy first steps we trace. 
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We hear thy voice in every whispering gale 

That shakes the budding blossom from the tree ; 
"We greet thee, as we greet an ofttold tale, 

Fraught with a vein of tireless imagery. 
Yes ! thou art welcome unto man, — although 

Thy fragile beauty has been oft revealed, 
He loves the spots where thy first flowerets grow, 

Springing from sheltered hedge, or grassy field. 
At Nature's holy shrine he bends the knee, 
Impassioned worshipper, sweet Spring, of thee. 



% Jural Smt 



The silver lake is far outspread, 
The giant trees uprear their head ; 
I gaze upon an outstretched scene, 
Without a shade to intervene. 
The brook rolls o'er the mossy stone, 
And soothes me with its rippling moan. 
Far distant hills before me lie, 
Above me the cerulean sky ; 
And the soft sward beneath my feet 
Is decked with flowers my eye to greet ; 
While all around me, hill and dale, 
Fling odorous incense on the gale, 
And sheltered by the oaks' fair shade, 
The sheep are feeding in the glade. 
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And, peeping from the foliage green, 
The glittering village spire is seen, 
"While rosy children sally out, 
Exultingly, with joyous shout. 
Their laugh peals forth upon the air, 
Telling of hearts all free from care. 
Musing, I wile the hours away, 
Till evening throws her veil of grey 
O'er scenes that lately met my view, 
Now all-suffused in glassy dew. 
The hird flits drowsily along, 
The humming-bee has ceased its song ; 
The grasshopper is singing, hy 
The twilight's gentle lullaby ; 
There is a joy in its shrill tone, 
'Tis not like me, all sad and lone. 
The swallow sleeps beneath the eaves, 
The insect in its bed of leaves, 
The butterfly within the rose, 
Reminding man to seek repose. 
I tread the paths that homeward lay, 
And ford the brook that threads my way ; 
The faces round the peasant's hearth 
Are radiant with careless mirth, 
Contented in their time-worn cot, 
They envy not the monarch's lot : 
Who would not wish, in nobler life, 
To be so free from care and strife ? 
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WRITTEN ON THE 25TH JANUARY, 1858, THE WEDDING-DAY 

OF THE PRINCESS ROYAL. 

Thy nuptial hour hath waned ! Young, royal hride, 
Thou, amid solemn hush, hast breathed the vow 
Which links two destinies, — and has allied 

Nations, before whose power the world might bow. 
Forget not, in thy future regal pride, 
Thy noble country — for upon her brow 
Young Liberty hath set a living seal, 
To stimulate her heroes in their zeal. 

Go from thy islet home ! from Albion's shore, 

Thou of the royal blood and kingly line ; 
And leave a name in the historic lore 

Of thy new country ; gracefully combine 
Heroic virtues with thy queenly sway ; 

And may long life and purest joys be thine, 
And nations heartfelt homage to thee pay. 
Britain's historians record thy name, 
And British bards conspire to sing thy fame. 
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Things are not as they used to be, 
Though all is bright and gay, 

The cherished friends of early youth 
Have long since passed away. 
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The places that we used to love, 

How altered is each spot ! 
Yet are they fresh in memory— 

They cannot be forgot. 

Things are not as they used to be — 

We see the vacant chair, 
And sadly then we recollect 

That one is absent there. 
We miss the dark eyes' lustre, 

And the melodious strain ; 
The songs that cheered in days gone by, 

We may not hear again. 



C<r Hiss $., 

ON HER 8IXTEENTH BIRTHDAY. 

Have sixteen years of spring-time passed 
Over thy fair and youthful brow ? 

I would that thy young dreams might last, 
And ever be as pure as now — 

That thou mightst never know the strife 

Experienced in maturer life. 

The fantasies that meet thine eye, 
And bind thee in their magic spell, 

Though they produce satiety, 

The love of youth can never quell ; 

But form sweet themes for after-years, 

When thou hast tasted more of tears. 
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Preserved each legend of thy youth 

Inviolate in memory's shrine, 
And this memorial, forsooth, 

Around thy fancy will entwine. 
Oh, may the Parcse weave for thee 
A hright and cloudless destiny ! 
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Sweet hird, I envy thee, 
Knowing no home, acknowledging no clime, 
But roaming at thy will, fearless and free ; 

A peaceful lot is thine. 

Forsaking thy nest eaves, 
Woodland, and mountain-streamlet, brake, and dell, 
When chilling winds, and falling yellow leaves, 

Bid thee to say farewell. 

Crossing the torrid zone, 
And leaving thy late dwelling far behind, 
Seeking a warmer shore, a sunnier home, 

Free from the northern wind. 

Wooing some sunlit isle, 
On thy light pinions borne upon the gale, 
Soaring where ocean's crested billows smile, 

Far above mast or sail. 
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Winging thy joyous flight 
O'er depths of forest, fathomless, untold ; 
Ranging o'er ancient fane, or steeple height, 

Or classic ruins old. 

Resting thy weary wing, 
In sylvan shades, or fair Arcadian howers, 
Skimming the surface of some lucent spring, 

Flitting 'mid orange flowers. 

Sweet hird, I envy thee, 
Knowing no home, acknowledging no clime, 
But roaming at thy will, fearless and free ; 

A peaceful lot is thine. 

So fainly would I flee, 
When those the world calls friends, turn and depart, 
Would take my sad lone flight o'er land and sea, 

With blighted hopes and heart. 

Like thee, build up my nest, 
'Neath the rich beauty of an eastern sky, 
And find that cloudless home, that balmy rest, 

My own land would deny. 



kmtt 

Sunrise upon the ocean! — Can it be ? 

How passing lovely is the glorious scene, 
Which bursts upon me in its majesty, 

Like to the gorgeous tinsellings of a dream. 
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Shedding its lucent beams o'er sail and mast, 

And lighting up old Ocean with a smile ; 
And fair prismatic hues, all glowing cast 

On wave-lashed rock, or surf-worn coral isle, 
Drest in a livery of glittering sheen ; 

The young waves frolic in the first fresh streak 
Of op'ning morn, and the huge billows seem 

Nature's true children, and their voices speak 
Unto man's heart, and he essays in vain 
To tame or curb their trackless, wild domain. 
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Not many bright summers have passed o'er thy brow : 

"Wilt thou always be gladsome and joyous as now ? 

Will no storms cross thy pathway, no tears dim thy eye ? 

"Will it always be fair and unclouded thy sky ? 

No ; the morning of life quickly passes away, 

And manhood and beauty must yield to decay ; 

And- the flowers thou hast culled in the days that are past, 

"Will wither and fade in the chill of its blast. 

Life's sunniest moments are clouded with gloom, 

And the pathway to Peace is the path to the tomb. 
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Hath thy voice the same tones of silvery sweetness, 
As when we conversed in our walks of yore ; 
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When eve's declining hours waned with fresh fleetness, 
The gentle hours that we may know no more ? 
I hear thou art not grieved that they are o'er, 

Albeit I am ; yet I will not list 

Unto my own heart's pleadings, but will soar 

To nobler heights than friendship's shadowy mist, 

Thy joys, Parnassus, I ne'er knew before, — 

Now let me revel in thy godlike lore. 

For what is friendship but an empty name, 

A glittering parasite — a fantasy, 
That follows in the brilliant track of fame, 

Or bows unto Argentinus the knee ? 

I loathe such servile base idolatry. 
There may be some to whom 'tis not a sound — 

For it is nothing better unto me, 
For I have sought for what I never found ; 
I marvel not that thus my fate should be, 
Felicitas has never smiled on me. 

And now, farewell ! thou false, yet cherished one. 

True, I have loved thee, but the dream is past ; 
Thou hast not done to me as I have done, — 

Yet I forgive thee ; for the world was fast 

To part us ; but thou shouldst have been the last. 
If others hated to unkindly scorn ; 

And as to prove me false, thou never hast. 
Though o'er such trifles I have ceased to mourn, 
There's not a heart that hath a single tone, 
Or kindred touch, that answers to mine own. 
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FOR BERLIN. 

From the proud palace " England's daughter" comes, 
And parting blessings chime with pealing hells ; 

And so, with greetings from her country's sons, 
She looks her last on childhood's treasured spells, 

Till with loud thunder Albion's booming guns, 
Steeple and tower, send out their long farewells, 

And she goes forth on ocean's billowy foam, 

To an adopted land, a far-off home. 

And many a fond and lingering look is cast 
On the white cliffs receding from her view, 

And many a cherished memory of the past 
Blends joy with sadness in that bride's adieu, 

Till not a vestige from the vessel's mast 
Is seen of Britain — Britain, brave and true ; 

Till nought but crested waves meet her young eye, 

Soothing her sorrow with a lullaby. 

Princess, farewell ! we see thee not again, 
But may thy throne secure on justice stand, 

And, like Victoria's long and prosperous reign, 
Be thou a blessing to a Christian land ; 

A nation's prayers shall waft thee o'er the main 
To those who shall thy future care demand ; 

Still love the links that bind thee to our soil, 

Though Prussian subjects for thy welfare toil. 

F 
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I long 6nce more to see thee, sister dear, 

Although with many, yet I am alone ; 
I would that thou wert with me, even here, 

For thy young spirit answers to mine own. 

A mystic vision my young life appears ; 

Perchance hright sunshine yet may gild its close ; 
Doubtless, thou deemst it strange, that eighteen years 

Should have revealed few joys, and many woes. 

Fate doth not weave for all a bright career, 

And in my sorrow others have a part ; 
Though few there are whose spirits come so near, 

That they can read the language of my heart. 

Then in my sadness I will not repine, 

But seek some opiate to stifle grief ; 
Glide onwards with the sweeping waves of time, 

Till Mors at last shall come to give relief. 



ON PRESENTING HER WITH A COPY OF THE AUTHOR'S POEMS. 

In other scenes, in brighter hours, 
This little gift will meet thine eye ; 

Perchance its pages may recall 
The memories that can never die. 
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Perchance 'twill in thy breast awake 

A passing sigh — a tear for me — 
Though all unmingled with regret, 

Call forth some thoughts unwished by thee. 

Yes, it will whisper of the past, 

Of hours that flew on golden wings, 
Although that early dream, alas ! 

Was fraught with vain imaginings. 

The wreck of friendship still remains, 
Though pride hath robbed it of its spell ; 

My cherished friend in years gone by, 
I sigh to thee a last farewell. 
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Robert, may the coming hours 
Wear for thee a path of flowers; 
May thy sky be always fair, 
And no tempest hover there ; 
And thy life-stream gently flow, 
Gliding o'er the shoals below ; 
And this day be unto thee 
A bright spot in memory. 

Time — with quick yet noiseless flight — 
Brings to all an endless night ; 
Oh ! when this frail scene shall close, 
With its many joys and woes, 
Then, oh ! then may angels come, 
And receive thy spirit home. 
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I sing thy praise, fair " Emerald Isle," and woo thee with a 

song, 
And muse upon the glorious scenes which to thy shores 

belong. 
Thy mountains crowned with verdure smile, as in the days 

of yore, 
And still Atlantic's sparkling crest bursts on thy western 

shore. 
And Bantry Harbour shineth bright, a gem of naval pride, 
In which brave Albion's noble fleet might proudly, safely ride. 
Fair land ! though not my native one, to thee the Muse 

shall pay 
The flowing numbers of her verse, the homage of her lay. 
Endowed with Nature's fairest gifts, bleak moor and forest 

glen, 
And grassy vale and tree-crowned height, and plain and 

boggy fen, 
Meandering streams and gentle lakes, and rivers crowned 

with foam ; 
And lofty cliffs, like barriers placed, to guard thy sea-girt home. 
Oh ! from thy genial soil uprose the men of mighty brain, 
Who, listening to thy legend tales, imbibed poetic flame ; 
A Campbell and a Moore have sprung from thy green spot 

of earth, 
And more — in thy time-honoured isle, a Sheridan had birth. 
And England's greatest warrior sheds lustre on thy name ; 
Long shall her annals treasure up thy Welleslet's noble 

fame. 
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It cannot be, it cannot be, 
That I can greet thee with a song of gladness, 

My lute responds to no light melody ; 
It gives no strains — save one low wail of sadness. 
Yet, in my nightly visions thou art blending, 

My heart acknowledgeth no love but thine ; 
Each tumult of my bosom hath an ending 

But that which answers thine. 

The radiant moonlight on the billows gleaming — 
The vernal beauty of each flower and tree — 

The grassy nooks — and the rich sunlight streaming- 
All speak unto my heart of thee, of thee. 

Distant — yet thou art present to my spirit ; 
Unseen — yet oft thine image greets mine eye, 

From one pure fount we kindred streams inherit, 
Though separated, yet we still are nigh. 
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Onwards she went ! the tear in her young eye, 
And the huge drops upon her forehead fair; 

Onwards she went ! nor gazed on earth or sky, 
Nor knew that aught except herself was there. 

It was the death-like sweat of agony, 

'Twas the last stragglings of her wild despair ; 

No sound but her deep sob and hurried moan, 

And 'neath her feet the ocean's dirge-like tone. 
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What recked she of the living landscape round ? 

Nought might inspire again her song to flow, 
Her lyre no more to gladness would resound, 

Its murmurings only spake of deepest woe. 
The heart-response she sued, she never found, 

And the light faded from her laurelled hrow. 
No rapturous strains of tenderness would move 
The heart of Phaon to requite her love. 

In vain for her the halmy zephyrs sighed 

Through the Elysian groves where she had strayed ; 

In vain for her did each fair streamlet glide, 
That wooed her footsteps to the sylvan shade ; 

And where the Muses ever loved to hide, 
Where first her fingers o'er the lyre had strayed, 

To rock and mountain, stream and classic dell, 

She wildly breathed a sad, a last farewell. 

Sudden she leaped — a splash — a stifled cry — 
And the fair Grecian sank, to rise no more ; 

While every billow that came rolling by, 

Echoed her death-wall to that ill-starred shore. 

And after-ages stood on Leucate's steep, 

Where Sappho perished from the " Lover's Leap." 
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I weave for thee, I weave for thee, 
In measured lines, a poet-lay ; 

For, haply, I far hence may be, 
On this recurring day. 
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I know that 'neath thy pensive brow 
Affection's well-springs glow ; 
And thy spirit hath a deeper flow 
Than the mere surface-depth, that earth's gay idlers know. 

Light o'er thy heart ! light o'er thy youthful heart, 

Sister ! may life's dark waters ever steal ; 
If aught should wound, may they impart 

A soothing balm to heal. 
Cloudless and radiant as noon, 

Henceforth be thy pure track ; 

Nor ever wish for thy sweet childhood back ; 
But the dark passes of thy way, Hope's star illume. 

Sister ! thy kindred soul is linked to mine ; 

Imperishably those cords are tethered, 
Take deeper root, more closely intertwine, 
When farthest we are severed. 
O may thy future be disrobed of sorrow, 
That thou mayst waken to a glorious morrow ! 
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Man ! godlike man ! where is thy mighty power ? 

Is it where temples and proud turrets rise ? 
In Gothic fane, or castellated tower, 

Which at thy touch spring upwards to the skies ? 
Yes ; it is in these gewgaws of thy will, 
These are thy boasted monuments of skill. 
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Yet thou dost rear, proud man, thy art in vain ; 

Thy gorgeous structures — palaces of kings — 
Shall fall, and not a vestige shall remain 

Of all the pomp of thy created things. 
Oft hath the earthquake claimed them for its prey, 
And swallowed up a city in a day ! 

Kaise thy magnific pile ! Yet still to dust, 
Thou and thy toy-creations shall decay ; 

Though time preserve it long, at last it must 
Pall — into one unshapen mass of clay. 

A few brief centuries uproot each span, 

All else endures, save the frail works of man. 

Unchanged the billows of the lordly sea, 
Whose breast has borne a thousand argosies, 

As when Creation dawned those waves are free, 
Their vast foundation Time's rude touch defies. 

Man's brow is stampd with mutability — 

His plans — like the wild breakers — fall and rise. 

Still, let old Ocean lave the rocky shore, 

Till Time's last grasp shall hush its mighty roar ! 
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Sleep bravely on, thou gallant son of fame ! 

Yet not with thee thy deeds of valour sleep ; 

A nation o'er thy ashes stoops to weep, 
And in her heart has graven deep thy name ; 
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And wreathes it with a well-earned laurel crown, 
For thou hast nobly perished in the fray. 

Not soon shall fade thy brilliant wide renown — 
Not soon thy fragrant memory pass away. 

Britons, in days to come, shall speak of thee ; 
To others oft repeat the thrilling tale, 
How on far India's plain thou didst prevail 

Over blood-thirsty Sepoys' treachery ! 
Thy deeds in England's annals shall enrol, 
And trace thy victories on her deathless scroll. 
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It is a gentle eve — and the fair moon 
Irradiates the scene whereon I gaze. 

Before me is outspread 
Not a fair landscape or a rural stream, 
But my eye rests on clustering houses, and 
Small tracts of ground, cultured with greatest care ; 
And the embattled tower of an old church 
Bests in the moonbeam's light. I might have gazed 
On an Arcadian scene with less of joy. 
There is more pleasure in this lonely hour 
Than in the garish levity of mirth ; 
And I would not exchange the cup of woe 
For circling bauble on a monarch's brow, 
If I could look upon a moonlight view unmoved. 

G 
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It is asserted as a well-known fact, 

From which no modest female dare detract, 

That godlike men superior senses own, 

Are swayed by Keason, and by her alone ; 

Nor suffer trifles to engage their mind, 

But leave Eve's wondering daughters far behind 

And yet a paltry apple, in her hand, 

Was more than Adam's logic could withstand. 

Oh ! Adam, Adam, Paradise was naught, 
Compared unto the fruit you eager caught : 
O fie ! you took the apple in a trice, 
And, better still, did not want asking twice. 
Yet in this generation you survive, 
And in man's breast your weakness is alive ; 
Although he boasts the prowess of his skill, 
Which maketh all subservient to his will. 
Of yore the ardent poet swept the lyre, 
With all the energy of seraph fire : 
Or painter's genius o'er the canvas hung, 
And traced the glories which the poet sung : 
Or Greek philosophy, with rainbow span, 
Rose into being 'neath the pen of man : 
Or warriors fought victoriously for fame, 
And died all-glorious, if they won a name : 
And even peasants, o'er their rustic toils, 
Ennobled their pursuits with honest spoils ; 
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Echoed their songs from every forest-glen, 
Eight proud to bear the name of Englishmen. 
True, there exists e'en now, upon our shore, 
A race from those proud ancestors of yore, 
The bold, free spirits that our Island knew, 
But they have dwindled to a minor few. 
And now it but remains for me to say, 
How some employ their time from day to day. 



Behind the counter see the draper stand, 

With scented handkerchief and lily hand, 

And hair in latest fashion, if you please, 

Coat quite recherchS, and an air of ease ; 

While sundry rings and lockets he displays, 

To fix the envious or the curious gaze. 

And should a customer appear in sight, 

His spirits rise unto a rapturous height ; 

He talks, expatiates upon each toy, 

And gets into an ecstasy of joy : 

A goodly sale of gewgaws will impart 

A wondrous touch of pleasure to his heart. 

Degenerate drapers ! sordid slaves of gain ! 

Rise up, and prove quite worthy of your name ! 

Be men once more, and break the silken thrall, 

Nor longer stand at counter, or at stall ; 

No longer wait on damsels, or on dames, 

Or carry 'neath your arms brocaded trains ; 

Relinquish so ignoble an endeavour, 

And cease to swear that trash will last for ever. 
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Throw down the measure, and take up the spade ; 

Adapt yourselves unto some manly trade. 

Work ! work in earnest, abdicate such play 

As winding ribbons each succeeding day. 

Surely, there is some object to pursue, 

Which has a nobler, manlier end in view ; 

If not — if your ambition does aspire 

To sell what only females can admire ; 

If, still content to fill your honoured place, 

As perfect connoisseurs of silk and lace ; 

Immoderately rhapsodise on crapes, 

And eulogise the style of women's capes ; 

Then you will but confirm the oft-told tale, 

Which 'mongst the gentler sex doth still prevail — 

That vice versd is the human plan, 

Man made for woman — and not she for man. 
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